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Long worn, now cast aside : red robe, lie there— Not, when the organ throbs the nave along,, By chests of kingly dust,
And chantries old,
Shall I, with measured step, and quickening heart, Pass to the Judge's place; and, bowed, implore Myself be not condemned Nor less than right decree.
Not with resounding trumpets, may I come To sit in judgment on the regal bench«« Dividing false from true, With sword and even scale. Mantle and stole laid by, and cap of doom ; Bereft, alone, I wear no ermine more ; Nor judge—yet one Assize I, fearful, must attend.
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